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1. Flirting and Flirting Some More 

"Deacon, are you awake?" Carly whispered in the darkness. 

She was lying on an old mattress on the floor in the back room at HQ. 
Everyone was sound asleep and she laid opposite Deacon and diagonal 
from Glory. She didn't want to wake anyone else up but she couldn't 
fall asleep considering how cold it was in the old church. She could 
see the flicker of a candle in the other room where Tinker Tom slept 
and wondered if maybe he was kept awake too. The whole building was 
silent, the only thing that could be heard was Drummer Boy snoring 
and Dez tossing and turning on her mattress. 

"Deacon?" She whispered again. 

"What?" He sighed and turned to face her. 

"Are you awake?" She asked. 

"No, I'm just sleep talking." He growled. 

He was always grumpy at night since he suffered from insomnia and 
nightmares. Carly knew this so she tried to be extra nice to him at 
night to avoid pissing him off. She understood what it was like to 
have nightmares constantly. She dreamt of Kellogg killing Nate nearly 
every other night and would always wake up in a sweat and on the 
verge of tears. 

"Are you cold?" She asked. 

"No . " 



"I'm freezing." She sighed. 

"Where's your blanket?" 

"I don't know, someone took it." 

"That sucks." 

"Can I have yours?" She almost begged. 

"What? No way." 

"C'mon I'm so cold!" She spoke louder. 

"Shh! Just go back to sleep." He said annoyed. 

"I can't, I'm too cold." 

"Too bad. " 

He really was kind of a dick at night. Carly knew she had to pull out 
the big guns . 

"Deacon, please? I spent over 200 years frozen, I don't like being 
cold." Her voice sounded sad. 

Deacon sighed and rolled his eyes. She was pulling out the '_I was 
frozen for 200 years' _card again. She knew it made him feel guilty 
and do just about anything for her. She was so good at being 
manipulative, just like he was. 

"Fine, just get in my bed." He said. 

"What? No." 

"Well, then have fun freezing." He whispered. 

"Fine." She groaned and rolled off of her bed and onto Deacon. 

He moved closer to the wall and shared the twin bed with her. She got 
under his covers and snuggled her back to him, making him the big 
spoon. It wasn't that awkward considering that they are always 
flirting with one another but they only do it as a joke. Everyone in 
the Railroad, including Desdemona shipped them as an item, and they 
liked to play with everyones emotions by pretending to flirt. They 
had spent so much time together that they were more like brother and 
sister than boyfriend and girlfriend. Deacon wrapped his arms around 
Gariy's waist and pulled her closer to warm her up. She rested her 
head on his pillow and felt his warm breath hitting the back of her 
neck . 

"If you get a boner, I swear to God..." She whispered. 

Deacon let out a soft chuckle and squeezed her waist tighter to make 
her let out a cute little squeal. She hit his stomach with her elbow 
and smiled ... he ' s such a dork. 


***A few hours later*** 



Carly woke up and looked over at Deacon who was turned away and 
facing the wall. She looked at the other beds to see that a few other 
agents had already woken up. She turned back to Deacon and tucked him 
in before standing up to leave the room. He always slept in pretty 
late since he had trouble falling asleep. She walked out of the room 
and saw Glory over by the stove and went up to her. 

"Good morning. Glory." She smiled to her. 

"Hey, Charmer. Do you want some soup?" She asked. 

"Sure, what kind?" 

"Deathclaw stew, my favorite." 

She handed her a bowl full of the hot soup and gave her a spoon. 

Carly took a sip of the broth and let out a soft moan. It was amazing 
how great it tasted considering that it was made from a giant 
lizard. 

"Wow, that's good." She smiled. 

"Thanks, it's the only thing I can cook." 

"I wish I had some of this last night. I was so cold, I could barely 
sleep." She took another sip. 

"Oh, is that why you were snuggling up to Deacon?" She smirked. 

"You saw that?" Carly felt herself blush. 

"You guys sleep right next to me, how could I not see it?" 

"Sorry. I was just cold." 

"Sure." She said in a sarcastic tone. 

Carly smiled to herself and continued to eat her soup while chatting 
with Glory. They exchanged laughs and stories about their previous 
missions when they saw Desdemona walking towards them with an old hat 
with paper inside. 

"Hey, Dez." Carly smiled. 

"Charmer, Glory, do you want to pick a name for this years secret 
Santa? " 

"We're doing secret santa?" Carly asked. 

"Yes, every year we throw a Christmas Party for everyone. This will 
be the first one without the switchboard but we will manage just fine 
here. It's a great way to just bond as a group. Everyone 
participates, even Doctor Carrington." She held out the hat. 

Glory reached her hand in and pulled out a piece of paper and 
smirked. Carly pulled hers out and peeked at the name scribbled on 
it . 

_Tinker Tom_ 



Well, shit, what in the world could she give him? She smiled and put 
the piece of paper in her pocket as she turned to look up at the two 
women . 

"Who did you get?" Glory asked. 

"It's supposed to be a secret!" Desdemona exclaimed. 

Glory laughed and said she was just kidding. 

"I just hope for your sake that Deacon doesn't have you." She 
said . 

"Why?" Gariy asked. 

"He gives the same gift every single year." Dez jumped 
in . 

"What?" 

"Sunglasses." They both said at the same time. 

Gariy chuckled and nodded. Yeah, that seems like him to just give 
everyone the exact same gift. They laughed for a bit until they went 
their seprate ways and Gariy went back into the bunks to wake up 
Deacon. She sat beside him on his bed and watched him sleep for a 
moment before gently shaking him to wake up. He grunted and pushed 
her hand off and tried to go back to sleep. 

"Deacon!" She yelled and ripped the blanket of him. 

"Ah! It's cold!" He shivered. 

Gariy laughed at him and shook him once more to wake up. 

"You're like a teenager who can't wake up!" She chuckled. 

"I'm not a teenager." He mumbled. 

"I know you're like 40." She teased. 

"I'm not 40!" He yelled and pulled the covers back over him. 

"Get up! We have a mission to do, ya know!" 

"Ugh!" He groaned and sat up with and put his sunglasses on to hide 
his sleepy eyes and got up and started to take his clothes 
of f . 

Gariy rolled her eyes as she watched him get naked. It was something 
he was doing constantly to change his outfits and he wasn't shy about 
it. The first time he did it she turned so red that she almost shined 
like a traffic light but now she was so used to seeing him in his 
underwear it didn't even phase her. She actually thought it was 
adorable that he changed clothes every twenty minutes, she secretly 
loved watching him from the corner of her eye. He was fit but at the 
same time had a cute belly and his arms were so- 

"Ready!" He called out, interrupting her thought. 



"Fine, let's go." She stood up. 


and walked 
they 


The two walked out of the old church through the back exit 
together on the open road. Deacon streched his arms out as 
walked and cracked his knuckles. 

"So, where are we going?" He asked. 

"Goodneighbor . There's a man who's been hanging around the Third Rail 
who is saying he has Intel on the Institute, so we need to go there 
and see if he's telling the truth." 

"Got it, but Intel is my job. Why are you coming?" 

"Trust me, this is a job for a lady." She winked at him. 

He smiled and followed her down the road to Goodneighbor. When they 
walked through the gates they saw Hancock and Daisy talking outside 
her shop. Gariy nearly giggled in excitment at seeing him and snuck 
up behind him and covered his eyes. 

"Guess who?" She whispered in his ear. 

Hancock smiled and turned around and pulled her into a hug. 

"Well, if it isn't my favorite vault dweller!" He picked her up and 
spun her around. 

"Hey, Hancock!" She laughed and kissed his cheek. 

"Now, what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?" 

"I hear there's some guy in the Third Rail who's been bragging about 
the Institute . " 

"Yeah, that guy is driving away customers. Are you hear to get info 
on him?" He asked. 

"Yeah. Should be pretty easy, right?" 

"Well, not so fast now, doll, you gotta put this on." He tossed her a 
tube of lipstick. 

She opened it to see it ' s deep red pigment and she looked up and him 
and smirked. 

"Also, you might wanna take your hair out of that pony tail and unzip 
that vault suit a little." He winked. 

"Whoa, whoa, you're going to flirt the Intel out of him?" Deacon 
finally spoke up. 

"Do you have any other plan?" She asked. 

"No, but why do I have to be here for this?" He protested. 

"Just in case anything goes wrong." 

He sighed and watched as she put on the red lipstick and unzipped her 
suit down to show off her cleavage. She pulled her ponytail out and 



he watched as her long blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders. She 
ran her fingers through it a few times and smiled. 

"How's this?" She asked. 

"Damn. You look hot." Hancock said. 

"You look ... amazing . " Deacon almost blushed. 

He had never seen her look so girly before. Her pale skin looked 
flawless against the hue of the red lipstick and her hair was curled 
at the ends and framed her face nicely... not to mention she had great 
boobs that popped out of her vault suit. 

"Great, I'm ready." She smiled as she walked with Deacon down into 
the Third Rail. 

The old subway was crowded tonight and the sound of Magnolia's sultry 
voice filled the air. As they walked down the stairs Deacon's eyes 
searched the room for the man they were looking for. 

"There he is." He whispered to her while pointing him at the 
bar . 

"Great. Now, you stay hidden and just watch out in case he tries 
something . " 

"Got it, boss, go flirt your ass off." He teased. 

Gariy smiled at him and tossed her blonde locks back behind her 
shoulder and strutted over the bar and took a seat right next to him. 
He noticed her right away and smiled while checking out her ass. 

White Chaple Charlie floated over to her and asked if she wanted a 
drink in his British accent . 

"White wine." She smiled. 

"I'll pay for it." The man spoke up while setting 15 caps on the 
counter . 

"Thank you, stranger." Gariy gave him a sexy smile. 

"Name's Carl, darling." He smiled. 

"Susy." She made up a fake name. 

Charlie came back with her glass of white wine and set it down on the 
bar. Gariy picked up her glass and sipped it, making eye contact with 
the man. 

"What's a sweet thing like you doing in a place like this?" He asked 
setting his hand on her waist. 

Deacon watched from across the room and felt his eye twitch. He 
didn't like seeing that old pervert touch her. 

"Oh, I just wanted a drink and to meet a friendly stranger." She 
smiled . 


"Yeah, well how about we go get a little more friendly in my room at 



Hotel Rexford?" He moved his hand to her upper thigh. 

She laughed nervously and chugged the rest of her wine in a single 
gulp. She had to get this information, no matter how awkward it 
got . 

"How about you buy me another drink, handsome?" She gave him a 
sensual smile. 

They ordered another round of drinks and sat on the couch furthest 
away from the crowd cheering for Mags as she performed Train Train. 
Deacon followed them but stuck close to the shadows so he would stay 
hidden. He couldn't hear what they were saying anymore but he could 
tell by Gariy's body language that she was extremely 
uncomfortable . 

"So, here any juicy gossip lately?" She asked leaning into him. 

"Oh yeah, baby girl, you like gossip?" He placed his hand on her hip 
touching her butt. 

"Tell me." She smiled. 

"Well, I just so happen to know a thing or two about the Institute." 
He whispered in her ear. 

"Really?" She tried to sound suprised. 

"Yeah, turns out that have a secret plan to attack the so called 
Railroad at one of their safehouses for runaway synths in a few days 
I guess they've been hiding out at some fancy old building named 
Ticondaroga . " 

"Wow..." Carly said with shock in her eyes. 

She instantly felt concerned for High Rise and all the synths living 
there. She had to tell Dez right now! She was about to stand up and 
run out of the bar when Carl pulled her back down onto the 
couch . 

"Whoa, there sweetheart, where do you think your going?" He smiled a 
disgusting smile. 

"I was just-" She froze when he leaned in and planted a kiss on her 
and shoved his tongue in her mouth. 

He moved his hand to her breast and squeezed, making her want to 
throw up. Deacon watched it all happen and quickly ran over and 
pulled her away from him. 

"Hey! Don't touch her!" He yelled, making the bar go silent. 

"Who are you? Her dad?" He said annoyed that his kiss was taken 
away . 

"I... yes! I'm her dad and I don't want you touching my little girl!" 
He pretended. 

Carly had to hold back her laughter as she watched Deacon lie about 
being her father. 



"Look, man, she was the one who came onto me!" The man lied back to 
him. 

"My daughter is only 15! How dare you!" He yelled while obviously 
trying to hide his smile. 

"Whoa, okay, she never told me she was that young!" He started to 
freak out. 

"That's right! She's 15 and very innocent! You, sir, are a 
pedophile!" He kept making a scene and slowly made his way to the 
door while holding onto her hand. 

They quickly ran up the stairs and out of the bar and ran back 
towards HQ while laughing at the top of their lungs. They didn't even 
care if they drew attention to themselves. 

"What the fuck was that?!" Carly laughed out of breath. 

"Hey, just call me daddy." He smiled as they held hands and 
walked . 

"I do not even look 15!" She laughed. 

"What was I going to say? You were 221?" He teased. 

Carly noticed they were holding hands and quickly let go and crossed 
her arms. She caught her breath and let out a long sigh. 

"I need to wash my mouth out with acid." She joked. 

"Yeah, that was disgusting." He added. 

They kept laughing about the situation and made it back to HQ and 
quickly delivered the news about the ambush to Desdemona. She ordered 
Glory to take a team to sneak them all out and thanked Deacon and 
Carly for their good work. After the dust was settled Carly went over 
to the old sink and rinsed her mouth out until she could feel clean 
again. Deacon watched and laughed at her. She turned back to him and 
sighed . 

"That was horrible." She smiled at him. 

"Well, even though you got felt up and kissed by an old creep, at 
least you got the Intel. Good job." He smiled. 

"Thanks, Daddy." She winked. 

"What did you call him? ! " Tinker Tom yelled from across the 
catacombs . 

"Nothing, Tom! Stop listening into our conversation!" Deacon yelled 
back . 

"Hey, man, you never know when the Institute can be listening in!" 

His paranoia was adorable. 

Deacon smiled at him and walked with Carly to the back of the room 
where P.A.M. was stationed. She was powered down while Tom was doing 



work on her so it left them alone. 


"So, that lipstick you were wearing was hot." He gave her a 
smirk . 

_Why is he flirting with me? Nobody else is around to hear 

it . . ._ 

"Thanks. Red is my color." She smiled. 

"Yeah, Hancock was right. You looked really sexy today." 

"Thanks, Deacon." She blushed. 

He gave her a sly smile and walked out of the room, leaving her 
alone. Why was she blushing? Why did she have butterflies in her 
stomach ... she hadn't felt like this since the day she met Nate. 


2. Happy Birthday, Preston! 

Deacon and Carly had been working on MILA missions for the past few 
days for Tinker Tom. It was something that Carly wasn't fond of 
considering that she hated heights and climbing up structures that 
are already crumbling. The one they were working on placing was one 
of the last ones, they were going to place it and then head over to 
Sanctuary for Preston's birthday party. Carly was already in a pissy 
mood since they were running late and the Mass Med Bay was crawling 
with Gunners. She was content with bashing the faces of a few meres 
but when she heard the clanking of an assaultron heading towards them 
she panicked and grabbed Deacon and ran to the elevator. She slammed 
her hand onto the buttons and sighed in relief when the doors closed 
and took them up to the roof. When the elevator opened they walked 
out onto the old roof of the hospital, looking over the Commonwealth 
as the sun set. Carly put the MILA in position and looked back at the 
sunset. It was so amazing to see from where they were standing. She 
stepped closer to the edge with some railing still in tact and looked 
down at all the buildings below. Deacon followed and stood next to 
her, studying her face. She seemed sad but excited at the same 
time . 

"What are you thinking about. Boss?" He asked. 

"Nothing. It's just beautiful up here." She spoke softly. 

"Yeah, it sure as hell is a lot better up here than it is down 
there." He joked. 

Carly stayed silent and just looked down at all the devastation. All 
she could think about was how it looked before the bombs fell. The 
buldings were still intact, there were lush trees and green grass, 
cars filled the streets, it was all so peaceful and routine. Now, 
it's just fallen buildings filled with raiders and mutants. It was 
beautful, but it's nothing compared to what it used to look like. She 
rested her chin and the railing as her eyes looked below. Deacon 
could sense that she was getting depressed over seeing the view and 
he cleared his throat and stepped closer to her. 

"Sure is romantic, isn't it?" He said with a cheesy grin. 



"Shut up." She chuckled. 


"I'm serious!" He laughed. 

He wanted to cheer her up so he took her arm and tuned her Pip-Boy to 
the classical music station. He pulled her away from the edge of the 
skyscraper and pulled her into a waltz position. Carly let out a 
laugh as he spun her around and danced with her to one of the songs. 
He loved seeing her smile, everytime she laughed at something it made 
his heart skip a beat. He pulled her closer and put his hands on her 
waist as he slowly swayed her side to side. She placed her arms 
around his neck and rested her head on his chest. It reminded her of 
when her and Nate danced at their wedding. Deacon hummed along to the 
tune of the song and Carly closed her eyes. She loved hearing him hum 
or sing. He didn't do it much but he had such a soothing voice that 
made her melt. He made living 200 years into the future fun and 
peaceful, nobody else could make her feel better like he could. She 
looked up at him and met his gaze. They stared into eachother's eyes 
for a few moments while slowly moving their faces closer. 

_Should I kiss her? Or let her kiss me? God, she looks so 
perfect . . ._ 

Deacon leaned down, ready to kiss her when she slowly pulled back 
from him. 

"We should get going, we're going to be late." She smiled while 
taking his hand. 

He nodded softly, his heart stung from her rejection. He followed her 
back into the elevator and stayed silent thinking about what almost 
just happend. 

***Later at Sanctuary*** 

"Happy birthday, Preston!" Carly said while hugging him and planting 
a kiss on his cheek. 

"Thanks, General." He blushed and gave her his award winning 
smile . 

Everyone had come for his party, even Strong, who didn't even 
understand what a party was. They gathered around to sing him Happy 
Birthday and watch him blow out and old candle. There was Fancy Lad 
Cakes and alcohol for them all. Carly sat next to Piper and took a 
shot of vodka. Deacon walked over to MacCready and started cracking 
jokes and plotting their next prank against Nick. The last time they 
pranked him they replaced his motor oil that he uses to lube up his 
joints with Nuka Cola. He was sticky for a week. 

"We haven't seen you in so long. Blue." Piper said while smoking a 
cigarette . 

"I know, I've been busting my ass with the Railroad." She 
sighed . 

"Yeah, but it's good to finally see you. We need to catch up later, 
okay ? " 

She stood up to give Preston her present and left Carly sitting by 



herself with a beer in hand. She let out a soft sigh and stared into 
her bottle. 

_What almost happened on that tower? Were we going to kiss... or was 
that just my imagination? I don't even want to kiss him. Do I? 


"Well, well, what do we have here?" A familiar voice caught her 
attention . 

"Hancock!" She smiled and stood up to hug him. 

She loved seeing him. He was sort of like an unoffical big brother. 

The kind that lets you crash on his couch and lets you use chems as 

long as you don't tell anyone. Carly grew up with two sisters and 
well ... obviously they didn't survive the war. She had always wanted a 
big brother ever since she was a kid. And Hancock just fit the roll 

perfectly, even though she was 200 years older than he was. 

"Why do you look so glum?" He asked putting his arm around her. 

"I'm fine." She gave him a half hearted smile. 

"Oh, come on, don't you lie to me." 

"I'm fine really, I am. I just feel weird." 

"Weird? How so?" He sounded more concerned. 

"I dunno . Like dif ferent ... flustered, annoyed, but excited all at the 
same time. Feeling like I'm flying but at the same time I'm 
falling . " 

A grin grew across Hancock's face as he let out a small laugh and sat 
down next to her. 

"What?" She asked. 

"Sounds to me like your falling in love." 

"W-what? No, I'm not. I've been in love before and this isn't how it 
felt . " 

"Oh yeah? And how did it feel then?" 

"Warm, peaceful, content ... safe . I never questioned it. I knew I 
loved Nate from the moment I saw him. It was love at first 
sight . " 

"That was like 200 years ago. Things change, people change." 

"Who would I even be in love with?" She scoffed. 

"Oh jeez, I wonder." He said sarcast ically . 

Carly raised her eyebrow and watched as Hancock nudged his head over 
in Deacon and MacCready's direction. 


"MacCready?" She asked. 



"What? No! Guess again." He laughed. 


"Who, Deacon? No, he's my best friend. I love him, but I'm not _In 
love _with him." She explained. 

"Trust me, kid. You're falling hard and fast. I see the way you look 
at him . " 

"Oh? And how do I look at him?" She played along. 

"Like he's your whole world. Like if you ever lost him you would die 
inside . " 

"What? That isn't true." She said softly. 

"Who are you tryin' to convince? Me or you?" He smirked. 

"I'm not in love with him." She said firmly. 

"Why deny it? It's okay." 

"Not a chance, Hancock." She crossed her arms. 

"I'm not buying it. You got it bad, sweetheart." He smiled. 

"I'm serious, I'm not in love." 

"Trust me, you are. I know it can be scary after what happened to 
Nate but there's nothing wrong with moving on. Wouldn't he want you 
to be happy?" He asked. 

"It doesn't matter. I can't just betray him." She whispered. 

"Carly, love happens. You can't pretend like it isn't there." Hancock 
put his hand on hers. 

"What if something happens?" She felt herself tearing up. 

"Like what?" 

"What if I admit I love him and he dies? I can't go through that 
again, Hancock." 

"I know it's hard but you can't just torture yourself for what 
happened to Nate. It wasn't your fault." 

"That doesn't mean I don't feel guilty." She sighed. 

"Look, I'm not saying you have to go up to him and confess your 
feelings to him, but don't ignore them. Just admit to yourself that 
you're in love." 

"Okay." She said quietly. 

Hancock smiled and kissed her head. He stood up to leave her alone 
with her thoughts and went over to give Preston his gift, which was a 
whole case of jet and buffout. Carly watched the awkward look on his 
face as he stammered out his thanks and told Mama Murphy not to touch 
them. She chuckled and looked away, placing back over at Deacon and 
MacCready. They were laughing and sitting on the sidewalk in front of 



her old house. The house where she lived with her husband and 
child... now they were both gone. But he was there. Her whole world 
was shifted and ripped apart yet when she looked at Deacon she wasn't 
afraid anymore. It was all clear to her now... she did love 
him . 

"Hey, General?" Preston sat down beside her. 

"Yeah?" 

"You okay? You're all by yourself over here." 

"I'm fine. Just thinking." She smiled. 

"Well, thank you for coming. I know you're busy." 

"Of course, Preston. I wouldn't have missed it." 

"I know, but St ill ... thanks . Anyway, are you going to spend the night 
here?" He asked. 

"Yeah, if that's okay. I'll just sleep in my old house." 

"Of course." He smiled and stood up with her. She gave him one last 
hug and birthday wish before leaving the main house and walking 
across the street to her old home. Deacon and MacCready had noticed 
her walking and stood up to greet her. 

"Hey, beautiful." MacCready smiled and pulled her into a hug. 

"Hey, Mac. Up to trouble again?" She smirked. 

"Me? I would never get into trouble!" He winked. 

"Are we staying here tonight?" Deacon spoke. 

"Yeah, is that okay?" 

"Of course it is." He chuckled. 

"Good, that gives us more time to work on our prank for Nick. I'm 
thinking some old fireworks in his trench coat would do nicely." 
MacCready joked. 

"Oh yeah, Valentine is going to love that!" Deacon laughed. 

Carly tried not to stare at his smile too much and she slowly walked 
past them into her house. She went into her and Nate's old bedroom 
and sat on the bed. She took the ponytail out of her hair and took 
off her vault suit and slipped into a pink nightgown. It rode pretty 
low on her chest and high on her hips, but it was comfy enough to 
sleep in. She took off her bra and tossed in on the nightstand next 
to her bed. She was about to turn the bedside lamp off when Deacon 
came into the room. She quickly covered up her chest and 
blushed . 

"Deacon! Get outta here, I'm practically naked!" She shouted. 

"What? I thought I was sleeping in here with you!" 



"No!" She said fimly. 

"Why not? It's not like we haven't slept together before." He 
whined . 

"That was different. I was fully clothed and we were surrounded by 
other people." 

"So? Come on, I like sleeping next to you it makes me feel 
better . " 

"Deacon..." She sighed. 

"Please, Charmer? I won't tell anyone, I swear." He begged. 

Carly contemplated letting him sleep in her bed. On the up side, she 
wanted to cuddle with him, now more than ever. On the down side, she 
didn't want him to know that she was falling in love with him. She 
looked up at his puppy dog face and groaned. 

"Fine!" She exclaimed. 

"Yay." He smiled and shut the door behind him. 

She laid back on her pillow and watched as he took off his shirt and 
pants, standing only in his boxers. He hopped over her and positioned 
himself next to her. 

"Why are you undressed?" She asked. 

"I want to be comfortable." He smiled. 

He did want to be comfortable, but he also wanted to feel Carly 's 
bare skin against his. He glanced down at her chest and noticed she 
wasn't wearing a bra. He couldn't take his eyes off of her in her 
night gown. He pulled her close as she reached to turn off the lamp 
next to her. They laid in silence for a little while, both enjoying 
the feeling of snuggling with each other but not willing to admit it. 
Carly rested her head on his bicep and closed her eyes. She felt so 
safe in his arms. 

"Goodnight, Princess." He whispered in her ear. 

Carly felt her heart flutter as she felt his breath hit her 
ear . 

"Goodnight." She said calmly. 

Deacon rested his chin on her head and slowly drifted off to sleep. 
Carly could hear him faintly snoring and smiled to herself. The 
lights from outside on the street went into the room and she could 
see him sleeping. He looked so peaceful and cute. She nuzzled up 
closer to him and let herself fall into sleep before one final 
thought entered her mind. 

_Hancock was right, I can't hide it anymore ... I ' m falling in love 
with Deacon. _ 


End 



f ile . 



